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WALKING THRU A ORE AMGCAPE 


1 SEE NOONE 
EVEN WHEN | MASTURBATE 


1 €FE NOONE 


1 sent wy scout cme 
Tiwe TO OweLE 

A MtOMT 100 Lowa 
ano COLO 

tm Heo. 


OchIno wy CYCS THAT QLOw mLacm Cine a CaT’s cree tHe 
ORCAw TOON roRwt | tMTCPCO THF BOCY Im THE USUAL wav, SUT was 
ONLY AWARE OF THE MCAD, A SORT OF PORTAL Feow ewtcw | staRro 
OUT THROUGH CIRPTY winoowe CHTO Tre wET stecct. It was wo Lonare 
MAIMIMG, mv FINGERS CUS INTO THE wOOO OF THE ue uv waits 
SCCHCO TO CHITR THe BOARD TT BCCAwE A SMALL BPOCEN POLIEHEC 
sCuLPturC of A Cav. ThE CVCS eCRr GBCEM wITM JOLO SLITS TwaT 
RCFLECTCO @4Ce OM THE winCOwS, BaCe ImTO IHC rao eucre | mio. 
It ofc wot ercatec, | Cav Gace, JeCUND LEVEL wITM Txt rloumine 
wHICH IMMCCHATLY OPCW IM PROPORTIONW TO A SPmimx, 17's FEET, 
CLAWG, MELTING WITH THE SAND, BCROING WITH THE wOIST STRETT. 
As it apcw, | sumawe, | eccawe A mLavtntma, CUNOTO NUMAN 
wouet shhntng 1M wy Own Ivacgiwariow, Was if stooo | was tying 
im? WeRe tHe CLAwe RIPPing wy ricem? | coutew’r rett. Ir wae 
aeir 1'o wet wy wawo wHILE Golw@ TO THE BATHROOM ano “cwoim 
woRmom ano Cieauet tHouanr I'd pero uvectr, Tee teow ciom't 
wove. ft AVEO FOR 17 TO SHMIWK, TO SUCK BACK ImTO THE HEAD, 
THE HOUSE, THE winQOwe weere | was pacviousty comccatre. Ir 
wah onty A wimcoweILtL Im tHe mAlMy THE CAT SLEPT ev wy stor. 
| whe am Eavetiaw goo Lowe ccso comime Aware Im A retawrenco 
BOOV) BCHIND THE DARK CYCR wHEPC oFtA C romuco. | was a 
bool oF watch COMOCNelMG ey THE RADIATOR OW A RAtMY Cav, | 
BORM CURECD WITH BLACK frveB, CPUCL Linc 4 cat’se paw cia- 
Gina Into the Mommiale wooo, Fotism tee cat, tre tmerro. 





















Nawxtva UP 


It was MORNING ON THE SANO 
OUNES OF THE CITY 

| am AMAZED AT PURPLE RALOSSOMS 
AND FIFTFEN GRFEN TREES 
CIRCLING ME 


NICOTINE sPREACS IT'S CULL 
FINGERS 

THe PICTURES AREN'T QUITE IN 
FOCUS 

ANC THE WRITING INSTRUMENT'S 
CULL 

ARTIFICIAL WIND DROWNS CUT 
THE PEAL THING 

WHILE THE VOICE SPEAKS 

OF A OEAD PoPE 

MY THOUSHTS ARE OF SOMEBODY 
BROWN 

ANC THE OREAMS STILL 

LINGER 

FAOING LIKE OLD PHOTOGRAPHS 


THE CAT CLAWS THE SCREEN 
ANC CRIES FOP MILK. 


EaRty MOPNINS IN THE PaPK 


BY THE BROKEN GLASS BOTTLE 

A ORIED BLOOC TRAIL 

LEACS TO A ELOOCY WATER FOUNTAIN 

PIGEONS PECK AT SPOTS IN THE BROWN GPASS 
A PAIR OF TIRED FEET CROSS THEMSELVES 

IN FRONT OF A WOOCEN PAPK BENCH 

TATOOEC WITH INITIALS ANC HEAPTS ANC SLOGANS 
FINGERS SEAPCH FOR CIBZAPETTES 

TO HELP SUSTAIN THE MOPNING GPEY 

ANC USELESS SUNGLASSES PEFLECT THE NIGHTS 
STPANGE, WOUNCEC WANCFRINSS 

I've CPUNK AT THE FOUNTAIN 

CHIPPING TEETH AS | RAN, CRYING FOR MILK 
I've PASSEO OFF wATFR FOP BLOOD 

BUT NEVER WINE 

| CHASED ARMIES OF ANTS INTO THE STRFETS 
WITH A MA3NIFYING GLASS 

ON FINER CAYS THAN THIS 

| FILLEC THE BIRCBATH WITH KEPOSINE 

AND THREW THE MATCH.. 

BUT ON NO SHINIER CAY THAN TOCAY 

wItTHOUT THE GLASS, GLASSES 

BROWN SRASS, BOTTLES OF BLOOC 

I've CRIEC ON THIS PARK BENCH 

CARVED WITH BROKEN HEAPTS 

SCARRED WITH FORGOTTEN LOVE 

CRIED FOR THE SICEWALK, THE WATFR FOUNTAIN, 
THE PIGEONS, THE UNNOTICED MAPK OF A NAN, 


INTRAPERSONAL COMMUNICATION 


PEOPLE 

COME BY 

TO REMINO YOU 
OF ANOTHER TIME 
OR SOMEONE 

YOU WERE TRYING 
TO FORGET 

NOT REALISING 
THE ANXIETY 

OR MISTRUST 
THEIR 

PRESENCE 

CAUSES YOU 

ANO WHEN THEY 
GO Away 
WONCERING 

WHAT IT IS 
wHAT 1T WAS ABOUT 
you 

THAT MACE 

THEM FEEL SO 
UNWANTED 

THEY MAKE THINK 
1T IS COOL 

TO PEVECT 

THE NEXT PERSON 
THEY MEET 

ON THE GROUNDS 
THAT YOU 

wEPE SUCH 

AN ASSHOLE 


ARGUNO ANC AROUND 


THE WAVES THE WAVES PUSH 
IN SALT 

TEAPS 

THE wINC THE wInC SLOWS 
BACK THE SAND 

ON THE BEACH 

AROUNO THE POCKS 

THE OCEAN POCKS 

THE OCEAN ROCKS 

THE MOON 

THE SOON PULLING TICES 
THE TICE PULLING wINC 
BLOWING SANC 

BACK AT ROCKS 

APOUNC THE SANOY POCKS 
THE OCEAN LAPS UP 

THE BEACH BY THE POCKS 
THE OCEAN ROCKS 

THE OCEAN ROCKS. 


Baek *to™SRek 


The ruddy reds of love 
bleed happiness and forgive 
the past; 


catch up in your hands 
and mouth 

to hide it, 

you hope: forever. 


There, not in the darker places 
of the heart 
lies your willingness to forget. 


You doubt; be betrayed or betray, 
go find 

the grey, metal mental 

places 

in between 

your reason and 

your desire, 


The ultimate, secret fear 

in the darkest place of the heart 
The utter black 

you feel 

coming back. 


IN THE BLCODY BATHROOM 
THE YOUNG QIRL SITS 

IN THE SHOWER 

CuT FLOWERS IN THE RAIN 
COOL, COLC CONFIOENCE 
‘WORLC OF PAIN 

WORLD OF PAIN 

IN MY BRAIN LIKE A KNIFE 
WAX SEAL ENVELOPE 

A FAT ENGORGEC VULVA 
SPREACING BLOOC LIKE A HAIRCUT 
PIECE OF EAR 

WASHEO COWN THE OPAIN 
SCREAM IN A MUFFLED ROON 
OF COTTON 

SCREAM WITH YOUR EARS 
FULL OF 8LOOD 

ALCHOHOLIC wITNESS 

CABBS THE WOUNC WITH 
INSULTS 

A BLACK TREE AGAINST GFEY 
WInCOWS wINCSHIELCS RAIN 
BLACK FUBBER TIRES 

HOT, SMOKE, HISS 

STEAMING THROUGH THE PISS 
THATS 17, PERIOC. 


desition 


Cigarette stains 
and burn holes on 
white shirts 

decol bullet holes 
on 211 the windows 
exposed space 
wrinkled fece 
known the tricks 
pleyed in the many 
yecrs 

of disguises ond 
abuses 

why -lone in the 
tiny room? 

Cat clews 
uphojstery in shreds 
dead - long time now 
red print drapery 
frded sunlight 
likes the grey 
days best 

walk through 

so menf rooms 

of well worn 
habitude 

check your watch. 


Modus Operendi 


The Roar. This ie the Roser. Coming in on ell sides from aether dan 
to the lockerroos. 4t is in my ears and is not letting =e get such 
done. It ie the roar of 611 storms present, the roer of hurricenee 
and cyclones. It fe the drone of beile in Hell. 

Old Modus awakes. ile raises heed and peers out tha eendenstle 
window at the sea. Noone knowe how blue the eky is this sorning, how 
green it mikes the water sere. Moone knows that old Modus is not 
dead. 

Modus rises. Moves through the door end dow to waters edge. 

He stoops and digs bony hands into the sand. Vet near the edge like 
thie. He mkes a hole. He woves dam shoreline. Makes ancther hole. 
Three holes. Four holes. Several holes. He has dome this many, mny 
time. 

Sun is high now, no shade on the beach, Modus wrings leathered 
heande together, emcks blistered lips, and sits in the vind. 

Wing and the Roer. High tide coring in. Going cut. Cosing in agian. 
Destroys the sandcastle, Swooths the beach beck, wet and flat. 

High on @ rock, old "odus sits. 

Calm now, calm and shining in the efterncon sun. Shining om elick 
bodies writhing in holes dug in the sand. Modus is ruming fros his 
rock, armeping fintfule of fleh, throwing thes to higher ground. In 
awhile he cats, se mary as he can. 

Sunseta on a new sandcsstle, Modus brushes wet sand free his hands 
ae he enters. He looks eut s new window at the sea as he lies dam, 
Noone knows how red the eky is et dusk, Noone knows it peints the cca 
like floating fire. Boone knows that old Modus fs not deed. 
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